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	1. Nice To Meet You!

I own nothing but the idea for this story. I **DO NOT** own anything taken from either Shall We Date? Angel or Devil+ or Danny Phantom. **This is just a birthday present for my cousin, so please don't get your hopes up on this being continued.** I may or may not continue this depending on how much my cousin bothers me about it, so it all depends on him and what he wants.

* * *

><p>It'd been ten years since that day, the day Danny had lost everyone. He'd moved away from Amity, as far away as he could afford after high school, and found a quiet neighborhood in Japan to live in. Danny had become an artist, making that old hobby he'd had in high school his career. Drawing, painting, and sculpting when he got an occasional request, Danny never thought that he'd be where he was when he'd been in high school.<p>

He never thought that his works would be all that popular when he first started out, but he'd sold his first piece of art relatively quickly. The simple painting of cherry blossom petals dancing on the spring breeze during a sunny day hadn't been the one he'd expected to be bought first, but it had been. After that, he had continued with landscapes for a while before moving on to people. Many had come to him requesting self-portraits, including government officials, letting him make quite a living for himself.

His life moved on at a fast pace, sometimes blurring together. Of course, this was intentional on his part, he didn't want to have his mind on his grief for too long. Even after such a long time, the wounds on his soul simply wouldn't heal. The people he'd met throughout the last decade helped ease the pain, but the agony would always be even worse than before they'd come when they left.

He spent his days in his home and studio, thinking of and creating his works. He usually only left for gallery events at the nearby museum, more art supplies, or a short break. His favorite place happened to a small cat cafe across the street from the museum. The owner of the little shop, a petite woman in her mid-thirties, always made his coffee right.

He'd stop by the coffee shop to talk with the small woman often, usually on Thursday mornings when the cafe was peaceful and people hadn't arrived yet. She'd open earlier sometimes, just so we could talk a bit more before other customers came and he left to go back to his work.

Seeing her face always brought relief to his otherwise busy life, which brought him to this day.

"Danny! How has your week gone? You're looking paler than usual." a cheerful voice greeted him as he walked through the pale pink door of the cafe entryway.

Danny stopped abruptly and made an obviously fake thinking pose, "Huh… I didn't know that was possible!"

She laughed as he finished walking up to the counter, "Neither did I, but you're capable of it apparently!"

"I've been as well as can be lately. I finished another piece yesterday, so things are going well. What about you, Kimiko?" he said, smiling gently as she handed him his coffee.

"It's been rather peaceful these past few days. With all the finals going on, all the students are studying instead of playing. I've been getting single people instead of the usual big crowds of students, so I'm in here alone a lot of the time." Kimiko sighed, tracing a finger around the rim of her tea cup.

"Really? You must be bored out of your mind then." Danny chuckled into his cup, sipping the last of his coffee.

Kimiko pouted, huffing out of irritation, "You know I am! Come visit more often!"

"I would, but then I'd be a distration when all your customers come in. It wouldn't do to neglect them, right?" Danny smiled gently, raising an eyebrow.

"I suppose so, they're not as fun as you though," she admitted cheerfully, poking his shoulder.

The doorbell dinged, announcing the arrival of a customer.

"Well, I'll just let you start working then. Have a good day!" he waved as he exited the building.

"You too!" Kimiko's voice carried behind him.

Danny sighed as soon as he walked out the door. He was out of supplies and he needed a couple new sketchbooks. He had to get them soon, before the morning rush started and the sidewalks became too crowded for his liking.

Walking down the street to his most frequented art store, Danny took in all the scenery around him. Across the street was a park, the morning sun bathing all the trees in light and giving them a golden hue. Knowing a beautiful sight when he saw one, Danny took out his cell phone and snapped a picture of the gorgeous sunrise.

"I suppose I'll have to get my supplies and paint this later, I need to get to the museum," he murmured to himself as he looked at his watch before continuing down the street.

A short while later he came to the museum. He had gotten a call from the curator earlier in the week, saying that they would like to purchase one of his more recent works, and he'd be setting up the painting at this specific time. He lived nearby and could easily do it himself, so he didn't mind doing it. It made things easier for the curator as well.

Walking up the stairs to the tall building and opening the door, Danny was greeted with another familiar face, "Fenton-san! Good to see you again! A space has been cleaned and is ready to be used!"

Standing in front of the sign-in desk was an elderly man of average height wearing a pristine uniform, ready to start his day's work. A small, excited smile adorned his face, making him seem young despite his aged features.

"I can say the same, Koizumi-san. I take it that this morning has been good so far?" Danny nodded to the man.

"Oh, yes, it has been! The new shipment for another artist came in early today and Saito-kun actually came in on time!" he looked towards the gift shop of the museum, a teasing note to his voice.

Another voice, colored with indignance, answered the older man, "Hey! I'm not late all the time, Jiji!"

The elder man raised an eyebrow, "Is that so, I could have sworn you were late these last few days."

"Nope! Not at all! You're just imagining things in your old age!" a brunet teen sneered as he peered out at them through a set of glass doors from behind a checkout counter.

Koizumi-san took a deep breath, muttering to himself, "Cheeky brat! I am NOT going senile! Learn some manners, boy!"

Danny laughed quietly as the two continued squabbling, unaware of the small crowd they were attracting. He began walking towards the staircase, intent on finding the open space that Koizumi-san had mentioned. On the last flight of stairs, which led to the fifth floor of the museum, he almost bumped into someone. Having turned to the side at the last moment, he caught the person as they tripped in their surprise.

"Easy there… are you alright?" he asked, getting a better look at the person.

The person turned out to be a young man who looked to be around the same age as him. Looking at him more closely, Danny could see that he had a thin figure under a black, golden-trimmed zip-up hoody and was wearing a necklace with a golden pendant. Glancing at his face, very light brown -almost golden- eyes gazed back at him through red hair that faded to a light pink as it fell to the nape of his neck. Overall, he was a beautiful-looking person.

"Um… yes, I'm fine. Just a little startled." he said, his voice holding little emotion in it.

"I'm sorry about that, I wasn't really watching where I was going," Danny apologized.

The other shook his head, his pale lips twitching upwards, "Then the fault belongs to both of us; neither was I."

Danny smiled, "I suppose you're right."

Then a thought struck him, "Say, I don't think I've seen you around here before. My name's Danny; what's yours?"

Shuffling his feet slightly, the other answered, "My name is Ruvel. It's been a quite a while since I've last been here."

"Well, you probably haven't seen the newest piece then. Would you like to?" Danny asked, a sincere smile on his face.

Ruvel looked shocked for a moment, but nodded an affirmative. Danny then ascended the last few steps with him, walking to the far left side of the open room and stepping up to a locked door. He dragged a key out, unlocked the door, and stepped into the room.

"I'm putting this piece up today, so I don't see any harm in showing it to you. It'll be open to the public soon too, so why not," Danny babbled excitedly, carefully uncovering a large canvas under a cotton tarp.

Once unveiled, a gorgeously realistic painting was revealed. A frontal view of a bright crescent moon was shining behind a cloaked, male figure that held a wicked-looking scythe. Seemingly cradled by the moon, the reaper was surrounded by gently twirling sakura flowers that rose from their tree tops on the bottom of the picture. In the background were twinkling stars that gave the image an other-worldly feeling.

The one space that drew the most attention however, was the reaper's face. With pale skin almost glowing under the light of the moon, light pink lips were set in a small, broken smile under tearful molten gold eyes. He looked as if he was in an agony that simply wouldn't perish.

Looking back at Ruvel, Danny was surprised to see small tears gathering in his eyes.

His voice small and cracking slightly, Ruvel asked, "J...just who painted this?"

* * *

><p>Again, I don't own anything but the idea. All rights go to their respective owners.<p> 


	2. Are You Okay?

Here's the second chapter. I feel like this is more of a filler than an actual chapter though. Yeah.

I own nothing, not even the plot. My cousin needs to get his own account, but he's too much of a chicken shit to do so.
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* * *

><p>Danny was slightly nervous to answer him, but he did anyway, "I did, I'm actually quite well known around here. Are you alright?"<p>

Ruvel seemed to pull himself back together in an instant, "Yes, I'm fine."

"Um… do you know anything about the supernatural, you know, like angels, demons, reapers and others?" Danny questioned him lightly.

"Yes," Ruvel just kept staring at the portrait, his tears nowhere to be seen now.

"Well, I'd gone for a walk through one of the city parks one night, not really paying much attention to my surroundings at all. Ironically, the only reason I saw him was because he blocked out the moon's light. He looked stunning in a tragic way, and I simply couldn't resist painting him," Danny admitted while he picked up the picture.

"How could you actually see him though? I don't think normal people can see anything pertaining to the supernatural, much less a reaper at that. You normally shouldn't see them unless you're on your deathbed," Ruvel asked, now looking at him strangely with his cheeks colored a light pink.

Danny smiled bitterly, "I've always been able to see spirits, even as a child. I suppose you could call me a… medium?"

The statement wasn't very far off, considering the fact that he was the combination of two races that didn't blend together naturally.

"That would explain it," Ruvel said, sighing, "You have quite a bit of luck, not many people have that ability."

"Yeah, but whether it's good or bad is up for debate," Danny grumbled, "I've gotten into plenty of trouble because of it."

An awkward silence hung over them before Danny suddenly smiled, changing the topic, "Well, I was able to see him because of it, so it might not be all that bad. I can only hope he won't be mad at me for doing this."

Ruvel averted his eyes, his face growing pink again, "I don't see how he'd ever even know. You're putting that in the closed-off space in the main room right?"

Danny smiled happily, "The large center easel? If that's the space that Koizumi-san has decided that it should be in, then yes! Everyone will be able see this there!"

Then, as Danny turned and went back through the door with the painting, he never noticed Ruvel's face redden completely.

"E-Everyone?" he muttered to himself, hurrying after the excited artist.

Just as he got there, Danny had already set the piece on the easel and was fastening it down. Surrounding the easel was a semicircle of a chain barrier with a large diameter, most likely to fit many people around it.

"There! All done!" Danny smiled widely.

"And it's truly a masterpiece! I've said it once, I'll say it again; you've done another magnificent job!" Koizumi-san's voice carried out through the room, startling the two younger men.

Danny laughed, "I do try my best, especially on my bigger paintings. After all, they require a lot more work because of how much detail you have to include. I didn't have a single problem with this one at all. It seemed to flow right from the beginning to the end."

"Too true. I must thank you, I can't lift a whole lot anymore, and I simply don't trust Saito-kun not to end up breaking something so important."

Danny snorted, "And rightly so, that kid seems to break everything he touches. Anyway, I suppose I should get to the supply store. I've got another piece in the works that's begging to be finished, but I've run out of paint. Say, Ruvel, would you like to come with? Ruvel?"

Turning around, Danny couldn't find the other. However, when he looked further, he found him sitting up against the wall behind the easel containing his painting, unconscious. Panicking slightly, Danny rushed over to him with Koizumi-san in tow.

Kneeling down beside Ruvel, Danny could now plainly see that he was still breathing, albeit slowly.

"My goodness! What a scare!" Kizumi-san said breathily.

Danny hummed, "Too right. I thought he'd keeled over dead. Maybe he just didn't get enough sleep? Well, anyway, that position doesn't look too comfortable. I suppose I could take him home and put him on my couch. I'd be able to show him some of my other works after he wakes up, so that'll be fun."

"He does look a bit exhausted, a bit more rest should do him well. See you another day then, Fenton-san?" Koizumi-san said as he smiled, already knowing the younger man's answer.

"Don't you know it. The art festival is coming soon, right? You'll see me then." Danny commented while grinning as he carefully picked up Ruvel.

Then, taking Koizumi-san's nod of acceptance as his leave, he walked down the stairs that he'd met Ruvel on. Half way down, out of anyone's sight, he disappeared.

* * *

><p>R&amp;R if you so desire.<p> 


End file.
